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quite a deep curtsey to my sister, which caused me pain, preserving an icy gravity and exaggerating her salutation and her curtsey.
When we were alone, I confessed to the Marquise de Thianges that her words had passed all bounds, and that she could have reached her end by other means.
"I cannot endure that woman," she answered. " She knows that you have made her, that without you she would be languishing still in her little apartment in the Mar6e; and when for more than a year she sees you neglected by the King and almost deserted, she abandons you to your destiny, and does not condescend to offer you any consolation. I have mortified her; I do not repent of it in the least, and every time that I come across her I shall permit myself that gratification.
" What is she thinking of at her age, with her pretensions to a fine figure, an ethereal carriage and beauty? And yet it must be admitted that her complexion is not made up. She has the sheen of the lily mingled with that of the rose, and her eyes exhibit a smiling vivacity which leaves our great coquettes of the day far behind 1"r in the pronunciation or the grammar, as she desires to be correctedse upon the field of battle all those treasures which it is in your power to save. " Adieu, Madam.
